JOWETT

rendered, and the Style not good. Mr. B, a famous
editor, said that Jowett, whom he was under at
Oxford, was a very rude man. Mr. B was asked
every term to a solitary lunch or a solitary dinner
or both, with Jowett. Jowett would not speak.
Mr. B tried to talk, of course very intimidated.
Jowett would greet his remarks with such replies
as : " Think again 1 That is a very silly remark,"
and so on. Mr. B's only reward for these appar-
ently purposeless purgatories was an occasional
invitation to one of Jowett's celebrity parties.
Jowett was a great snob, and loved coUe&ing
celebrities. Mr. B recalled one dinner-party at
which both Tennyson and Browning were present.
Browning walked with him about the quad after-
wards, and was most affable and interesting.
Browning said to him : " They've given Tennyson
a peerage, and me a Fellowship of Balliol. I
prefer the Fellowship."

Jowett, it appears, wore a dress-coat (I mean in
the daytime) to the end of his life. I said that this
must have been one of Jowett's self-advertising
stunts. Someone said not; but both Dr. A and
Mr. B agreed that it was, and that the old man knew
exa&ly what he was doing and realised the adver-
tisement value of all his remarkably bad manners
and rude if witty sayings, which were passed on
from mouth to mouth. Mr. B said that the secret
of Jowett's prestige was that, despite his lack of
first-rate scholarship, he was a great man; also a
disagreeable man. He preached sermons which